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SCENE. — Room  at  SIR  GEORGE  CAKLYOK'S.  Fire  '?'*,  R.  : 
in  front  of  it,  a  wide,  lu.>  urious  lounge  with  liu/h  back: 
against  it,  c.,  a  ivntiny  table,  piled  high  with  briefs,  so  as  to 
help  to  obscure  the  view  of  the  lounge  from  anybody  sitting  at 
the  desk ;  in  front  of  desk  a  writing  chair:  a  piano,  mi t sic 
seat  and  davenport.  L.  ;  doors,  R.  u.  E.  and  L.  1  E.  ;  window 
at  back  with  curtains  drawn.  lUe  room  is  lighted  by  a-  lamp 
which  stands  upon  the  desk,  a  box  of  cigars  by  the  side  of  it. 

SIR  GEORGE  discovered,  seated  at  the  desk,  reading  and 
under-scoring  rapidly  an  open  brief.  lie  is  in  evening 
dress. 

SIR  G.  (folding  up  brief)  Ah,  the  old  story  !  I  need  read 
no  more,  (lays  doivn  the  brief  and  rises)  What's  this?  (picks 
up  a  letter  lying  on  the  edge  of  the  desk)  Oh— ah  ! — the  letter 
that  came  by  this  morning's  post  for  Philip.  A  woman's 
writing.  How  alike  they  write  !  The  very  double  of  my 
niece's  hand  !  (throws  down  the  letter  and  looks  at  watch) 
Eleven  o'clock.  What  has  become  of  Philip  ? 

Enter  PHILIP  GRAHAM,  L.,  evening  dress. 
All,  there  you  are  ! 

PHILIP.  Are  you  at  liberty? 

Sin  G.  Yes,  I  have  done  work  for  to-night.  Come  in.  I 
am  afraid  I  |have  neglected  you. 

PHILIP.  Not  in  the  least.  I  stayed  upstairs  on  purpose, 
knowing  you  were  busy.  I  have  been  unpacking. 

(SiR  GEORGE  draivs  forward  chair,  c. ) 

SIR  G.  Sit  down.     You  must  be  tired  after  your  journey. 
(sits  on  the  end  of  the  lounge,  facing  audience) 

PHILIP,  (sits,  c.)  I  was  tired  and  hungry,  but  your  cook 
has  kindly  seen  to  that. 

SIR  G.  Lady  Carlyon  had  quite  given  you  up,  or  she  would 
have  stayed  in  to  welcome  you. 

PHILIP.  My  train  was  very  late. 

SIR  G.  Oh,  by-the-bye  (rises)  there  is  a  letter  waiting  for 
you.  (gives  it  him) 

PHILIP.  Thanks.  (SiR  GEORGE  'resumes  his  seat — aside) 
Rose's  hand.  (pockets  it) 

SIR  Gr.  My  wife  is  at  the  theatre. 

PHILIP.  Oh  ! 

SIR  G.  We  have  had  another  visitor  to-day— a  niece  of 
mine,  who  has  come  from  abroad.  I  promised  I  would  take 
]ier  tQ  the  play,  but  just  as  I  was  leaving  chambers  some 
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briefs  tumbled  in,  and  I  thought  it  might  be  as  well  to  glance 
them  over  ;  so  my  wife  has  taken  her. 

PHILIP.  Lady  Carlyon  is  quite  Avell,  I  hope. 

SIR  G.  Perfectly,  thank  you. 

PHILIP.  It  is  two  years  since  I  saw  her. 

SIR  G.  So  it  is.  We  have  seen  nothing  of  you  lately— you, 
whcm  we  used  to  see  so  much  of.  Where  have  you  been  1 

PHILIP.  Well,  all  over  the  world.  The  day  I  met  you, 
when  you  were  so  kind  as  to  invite  me  here,  was  the  day  of 
my  arrival  home. 

SIR  G.  So  kind  as  to  invite  you  !  My  dear  boy,  you  raised 
objections  enough  to  my  invitation. 

PHILIP.  I  was  afraid  of  trespassing  on  your  hospitality. 

SIR  G.  And  so  you  have  been  round  the  world  ? 

PHILIP.  From  Dan  to  Beersheba. 

SIR  G.  And  you  found  all  barren  1 

PHILIP.  On  the  contrary,  I've  had  a  very  jolly  time— es- 
pecially upon  the  voyage  home. 

SIR  G.  You  look  the  better  for  it. 

PHILIP.  I  am  a  new  man. 

SIR  G.  You  weren't  well  when  you  went  away, 

PHILIP.  I  was  depressed  and  out  of  sorts. 

SIR  G.  So  I  observed. 

PHILIP.  You  noticed  it  ? 

SIR  G.  And  I  remember  thinking  at  the  time  there  was  a 
woman  in  the  case. 

PHILIP.  That  is  all  over  now.  I  am  as  happy  as  the  sand- 
boy in  the  saying. 

SIR  G.  Then,  there's  another  woman  in  the  case. 

PHILIP.  My  dear  Sir  George,  according  to  your  views, 
there  is  a  woman  in  every  case. 

SIR  G.  (pointing  to  table)  There  are  some  twenty  briefs. 
Open  which  one  of  them  you  please,  and  somewhere  in  the 
folds  you'll  find  a  petticoat. 

PHILIP.   What,  twenty  women  hidden  in  these  briefs  ? 

SIR  G.  At  least.  There  never  was  a  case  without  a  woman 
in  it,  and  I  never  leave  one  till  I've  found  her  ;  for  I  know 
well  enough  until  I  do  I  have  not  mastered  it.  There  is  a 
woman  in  your  case,  my  friend. 

PHILIP.  To  tell  the  truth,  there  is.  A  charming  girl  I  met 
upon  the  voyage  home. 

SIR  G.  The  jolly  voyage  home  ! 

PHILIP.  I  am  in  love  this  time,  Sir  George. 

SIR  G.  Oh,  yes  !  we  always  are  in  love  this  time. 

PHILIP.  I  thought  I  was  before,  but  I  was  wrong. 

SIR  G.   Of  course  !  we  never  were  before  ! 

PHILIP.  And,  better  still,  I  am  engaged. 

SIR  G.   What,  to  the  charming  girl } 

PHILIP.     The  only  girl  in  the  wide  world  for  XYIP 
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SIR  G.  Well,  you've  been  round  it,  so  you  ought  to  know. 
I  hope  you  will  be  happy.  It's  a  toss-up,  Philip. 

PHILIP.  I'm  afraid  your  profession  makes  you  cynical. 

SIR  G.  Gad,  it  would  make  an  angel  cj  nical. 

PHILIP.  No  doubt,  you  meet  with  some  extraordinary  cases. 

(turning  over  briefs) 

SIR  G.  Never.  All  ordinary.  To  a  man  who  has  had 
twenty  years'  experience,  no  possible  case  can  appear  extra- 
ordinary. There  aren't  three  there  of  which  I  didn't  know 
the  end  before  I  turned  a  page.  No  wonder  we  don't  always 
r^ad  our  briefs,  for  we  know  most  of  them  by  heart. 

(lies  lack) 

PHILIP.  Hallo  !  (smiling) 

SIR  G.  What  have  you  found  ? 

PHILIP.  A  breach  of  promise  case.     This  looks  amusing. 

SIR  G.  Very  amusing  for  the  judge  and  jury.  Very  amus- 
ing for  the  public  too.  Very  amusing  for  the  new-made  wife 
to  read  in  all  the  newspapers  her  husband's  past. 

PHILIP.  Is  the  defendant  married,  then? 

SIR  G.  Of  course  he  is.  They  always  are.  And  of  course 
he  was  on  with  the  new  love  before  he  was  off  with  the  old. 
They  always  will  be.  The  old  love  was  no  better  than  she 
need  be,  and  no  more  was  he.  Very  amusing  for  the  new 
love,  isn't  it  ? 

PHILIP.  Of  course  the  letters  will  be  read  in  court  ? 

SIR  G.  And  published  in  the  papers.  "November,  1877 — 
your  own  loving  and  devoted  Harry,  (laughter)  November, 
1878 — Yours  most  affectionately,  Henry,  (loud  laughter) 
November,  1879— Yours  truly,  Henry  Horrocks.  (roars  of 
laughter)."  Oh,  it's  a  most  amusing  case — for  Mrs.  Henry 
Horrocks. 

PHILIP.  Why  don't  you  settle  it  ?  You  are  for  the 
defendant. 

SIR  G.  We've  tried,  but  it's  too  late.  Take  warning  by  my 
client. 

PHILIP.  I? 

SIR  G.  You  be  in  time,  if  you  are  not  too  late  already. 

PHILIP.  Excuse  me,  mine  was  quite  a  different  case.  Thank 
heaven,  I  have  no  reason  to  reproach  myself.  Tljere  was  no 
love,  at  any  rate  on  my  side,  in  the  matter  you  allude  to. 

SIR  G.  And  yet  you  fled  the  country  to  avoid  the  lady. 
(sitting  up) 

PHILIP.  I  never  said  so. 

SIR  G.  No,  my  boy  ;  you  never  said  that  two  and  two 
makes  four,  but  it  does,  doesn't  it?  (looking  tit  PHILIP  through 
his  glasses) 

PHILIP.  No  doubt.  I  felt  that  my  position  was (hesitates) 

SIR  G.  Equivocal. 

PHILIP.  That  is  the  word  I  wanted. 
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.     SIR  G.  Useful  word. 

PHILIP.  And  feeling  that,  I  thought  the  best  course  was 
to 

SIR  G.  Hun  away. 

PHILIP.  But  as  for  promises  of  marriage,  there  was  nothing 
of  that  sort.  In  fact,  there  couldn't  be. 

SIR  G.  Because  the  lady  was  already 

PHILIP.   Hang  it,  Sir  George,  you're  telling  me  my  case  ! 

SIR  G.  (drops  glasses)  You'll  find  it  in  the  third  brief  on 
your  right. 

PHILIP,  (looking  at  brief)  "Winter  v.  Winter  and  Hock- 
heimer"? 

SIR  G.  That's  your  case,  as  far  as  it  has  gone. 

PHILIP,   (takes  up  bri*>f  and  reads  endorsement)    "In    the 

High  Court  of  Justice — Probate   and" But   this  is  a 

divorce  case ! 

SIR  G.  Just  so. 

PHILIP.  Oh,  that's  not  my  case,    (puts  brief  back  in  its  place) 

SIR  G.  I  said  as  far  as  it  had  gone.  Hockheimer  ran 
away.  You  ran  away.  But  Hockheimer  came  back  again. 
And  I  observe  that  you'v&  come  back  again. 

PHILIP.   But  I'm  not  Hockheimer ! 

SIR  G.  As  far  as  you  have  gone.  HocUi  tinier  was  a  friend 
of  Winter's 

PHILIP.  But  I'm  not !  I  never  saw  the  man  in  my  life  1 

SIR  G.  No,  but  the  other  man  ? 

PHILIP.  What  other  man  'I 

SmG.  The  husband. 

PHILIP.  I  didn't  say  he  was  my  friend  ! 

SIR  G.  Oh,  yes,  you  did. 

PHILIP.  When  did  I  say  so  ? 

SIR  G.  When  you  ran  away,     (puts  glasses  up) 

PHILIP.  Spare  me,  Sir  George.  You  make  me  feel  like  a 
witness  under  cross-examination.  I  didn't  mean  to  breathe 
a  word  of  this,  and  somehow  I  have  told  you  everything. 

SIR  G.  Well,  you  have  told  me  a  good  deal,  (drops  glasses) 
Now,  will  you  let  me  give  you  my  advice  1 

PHILIP.  By  all  means. 

SiRG.  Keep  those  women  apart. 

PHILIP.  Which  women? 

SIR  G.  (smiling)  The  charming  girl  and  the  neglected  wife, 

PHILIP.  I  never  said  she  was  neglected. 

SIR  G.  But  she  is,  isn't  she  1    (putting up  his  eyeglasses) 

PHILIP.  Those  glasses  worry  me. 

SIR  G.  (dropping  the  eye-glasses)  I  beg  your  pardon  ;  it's  the' 
force  of  habit.  Off  with  the  old  love — friend— or  what  you 
will — and  never  let  th  *  new  one  see  her.  Off  with  her 
entirely  !  That's  my  advice  ;  and  many  a  hundred  guineas 
have  been  paid  for  worse. 
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PHILIP.  Oh,  they  will  never  meet.  I  mean  to  live  abroad. 
The  girl  I  am  engaged  to  is  a  South  Australian.  (SiR  GEORGE 
lifts  his  h(ad  quickly)  And  she  has  only  come  to  England  on  a 
visit.  Her  parents  are  both  dead,  and  she  came  over  with  a 
maiden  aunt  with  whom  she  is  now  stopping. 

SiRG.  Where? 

PHILIP.  At  Bayswater.  In  a  few  weeks  she  will  go 
back  to  Melbourne  ;  and  then  all  danger,  if  there  be  any,  is 
over. 

SIR  G.  So  you  have  come  from  Melbourne  in  the 
*'  Kangaroo  "  ?  (rises) 

PHILIP.  Who  told  you  what  boat  I  came  over  in  ? 

SIR  G.  I  gathered  it  from  what  you  said  yourself. 

PHILIP.  I  won't  say  a  word  more,  or  in  two  minutes  you 
will  guess  the  lady's  name. 

SIR  G.  I  have  already  guessed  it. 

PHILIP.  What  ! 

SIR  G.  Rose  Dalrymple. 

PHILIP,  (springs  up)  This  is  inexplicable  ! 

SIR  G.  Not  at' all. 

PHILIP.  I  have  told  nobody  ! 

SIR  G.  You  have  told  me. 

PHILIP.  You  know  Miss  Dalrymple  1 

fciu  G.  She  is  my  niece.  (PHILIP  steps  back)  She  is  a  South 
Australian.  She  came  to  England  in  the  "Kangaroo,"  and 
has  been  stopping  with  a  maiden  aunt  at  Bayswater. 

PHILIP.  Your  niece  ! 

SIR  G.  I  am  her  guardian,  since  my  sister  died. 

PHILIP.  Then,  she  is  your  wife's 

SIR  G.  Niece  by  marriage,  (crosses,  L.)  They  have  just 
come  back  from  the  theatre. 

PHILIP.  Oh  !  (drops  into  chair,  c.) 

SIR  G.  I  hear  them. 

Enter  ROSE  DALRYMPLE,  in  evening  dress,  as  if  returning  from 
the  theatre. 

ROSE.  Ah,  Uncle  George  !  (about  to  embrace) 

PHILIP,   (springs  up  again)  Rose  ! 

ROSE.  Philip  !  (rushes  to  his  arms) 

SIR  G.  Humph.     Exit  Uncle  George. 

(arranges  pami'8  on  desk) 

ROSE.  How  late  you  are  !  We've  been  expecting  j^ou  all 
the  afternoon. 

PHILIP,  (taking  her  aside,  R.)  You  didn't  say  that  you  were 
coming  here  ! 

ROSE.  No  !  didn't  I  tell  you  I  would  give  you  a  surprise  ? 

PHILIP.  When  ? 

ROSE.  In  my  letter.     Haven't  you  received  it  ? 
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PHILIP.  Yes,  but  I  haven't  had  time  to  open  it.  (produce* 
it — breaks  the  seal — and  replaces  it  in  his  pocket,  unnoticed  by 
SIR  GEORGE)  And  when  I  toLl  you  of  my  invitation  here, 
you  didn't  tell  me  that  you  knew  !Sir  George. 

ROSE.  Because  I  wanted  to  surprise  you,  dear. 

PHILIP.  Well,  you  have  done  so  most  effectually.  Tell  me, 
does  Lady  Carlyon  know  of  our  engagement  ? 

ROSE.  No,  not  yet.  I  never  saw  her  till  to-day,  and  I 
didn't  like  to  be  so  confidential. 

PHILIP,  (relieved)  Ah  ! 

ROSE.  You'ro  not  angry  with  me  for  not  having  told  her  ? 

PHILIP.  Not  at  all.     We  will  surprise  her. 

ROSE.  Shall  we  ? 

PHILIP.  To-night  we  will  pretend  we  are  strangers. 

ROSE.  But  I  shall  pretend  very  badly,  I  am  sure. 

PHILIP.  Oh,  you  can  keep  a  secret.  You  have  shown  me 
that. 

ROSE.  I'll  try,  at  any  rate. 

SIR  GEORGE,  (putting  chair,  c.,  into  its  place  at  desk)  Now, 
Miss  Dalrymple,  if  you  are  at  liberty,  perhaps  you  will  be  kind 
enough  to  tell  me  what  has  become  of  my  wife. 

ROSE,  (going  to  him,  c.)  She'll  be  here  directly.  She  is 
only  speaking  to  the  servants.  (kisses  him) 

Enter  LADY  CARLYOIST,  L.,  also  in  evening  dress,  with  a  bouqnti  > 
she  at  once  sees  PHILIP  and  he  her  ;  PHILIP,  R.  ,  turns  full' 
front  to  audience. 

LADY  C.  (aside)  Philip  !  (stops  sJwrt) 

SIR  G.  (seeing  her)  Ah,  here  she  is  !  (goes  to  her,  L.)  My 
dear,  you  don't  look  well ! 

LADY  C.  The  theatre  was  so  close. 

SIR  G.  It  always  makes  you  ill.  But  you  have  not  seen 
Philip,  (indicates  PHILIP) 

LADY  C.  Ah,  Mr.  GrUiam  !  (advances  c.  — PHILIP  advances 
to  meet  her)  Excuse  me  for  not  recognising  you.  (they  shake 
hands  rather  ceremoniously) 

SIR  G.  What  has  turned  Philip  into  Mr.  Graham,  pray  ? 

LADY  C.  He  has  not  been  to  see  us  for  so  long. 

PHILIP.  Allow  me.  (helps  to  remove  her  cloak) 

SIR  G.  No  wonder,  if  you  make  a  stranger  of  him  when  he 
comes,  (sitsc.) 

LADY  C.  If  Philip  is  a  stranger,  he  has  made  one  of  himself. 

PHILIP.  The  fault  is  mine  entirely,  (takes  cloak) 

LADY  C.  Thanks. 

Goes  L.  again  ivith  bouquet  and  sits  down—  ROSE  has 
meanwhile  deposited  her  cloak  at  the  farther  end  of  the. 
lounge — she  takes  the  other  cloak  from  PHILIP  and  flings 
it  upon  her  own,  then  leans  over  the  desk — PHILIP  si ts 
upon  the  end  of  the  lounge. 
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SIR  G.  Well,  how  did  you  enjoy  the  play  1 

ROSE.  Oh,  so  much,  Uncle  George  !  Although  it  was  in 
French,  I  followed  every  word. 

PHILIP.  It  is  the  French  plays  you  have  been  to  ? 

SIR  G.  What  was  the  piece  ? 

LADY  0.   "  Une  Chaine,"  by  Eugene  Scribe. 

SIR  G.  I  don't  remember  it. 

ROSE.  And  it  is  so  exciting.  There  is  a  young  man  in  it — 
such  a  nice  young  man,  with  a  moustache — oh,  such  a  sweet 
moustache  ! 

SIR  G.  Well  ? 

ROSE,  He's  in  love. 

SIR  G.  Of  course. 

ROSE.  With  a  young  girl — oh,  such  a  stupid  girl  !  1  can't 
think  what  he  could  have  seen  in  her — andsfte'sin  love  withhim. 

SIR  G.  And  they  get  married,  I  suppose. 

ROSE.  In  the  last  act :  but  in  the  meantime  there  is  such  a 
to-do. 

SIR  G.  Why  ? 

ROSE.  It  appears,  before  the  play  began,  the  hero — the 
young  man — 

PHILIP.  With  the  moustache 

ROSE.  Had  been  in  love  with  someone  else. 

SIR  G.  Ah! 

ROSE.  But  now  he  doesn't  care  for  her  a  bit. 

SIR  G.  What  is  the  difficulty,  then  ? 

ROSE.  She  cares  for  him ;  and  though  he's  trying  through 
the  whole  four  acts,  do  what  he  will,  he  can't  get  rid  of  her. 

SIR  G.  I  see.     That  is  the  chain. 

ROSE.  He  nearly  breaks  it  half  a  dozen  times,  but  some- 
thing always  happens  to  prevent  him.  You've  no  idea  how 
interesting  it  is — although,  of  course,  it's  very,  very  wrong. 

SIR  G.    Why  wrong  ? 

ROSE.  Well,  you  see,  someone  else  is  married  ;  and  of 
course  she  oughtn't  to  care  anything  about  the  nice  young  man. 

SIR  G.  Although  he  has  so  lovely  a  moustache. 

ROSE.  But  she  does — which  is  wicked— but  it's  very  in- 
teresting. 

SIR  G.  (to  LADY  CARLYON)  What  did  you  think  of  it,  my 
dear  ? 

LADY  0.  It  is  a  painful  subject. 

ROSE.  Aunt  Bell  didn't  like  it ;  but  she  took  it  all  so 
seriously.  If  it  were  real,  it  would  ba  very  sad  ;  but  after 
all  what  is  it  but  a  play  ?  Besides,  it  all  takes  place  in  Paris  : 
nobody  pretends  that  such  things  happen  here. 

LADY  C.  Of  course,  (quickly) 

PHILIP.  Of  course,  (quickl  y) 

SIR  G.  (ironically)  Of  course,  (takes  up  the  third  brief  or\ 
his  right— and  plays  with  it ) 
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ROSE.  I  read  a  notice  of  the  piece  ihis  morning,  and  I 
quite  agreed  with  it. 

SIR  G.  What  did  the  notice  say  1 

ROSE.  It  said  it  was  "an  admirable  play,  but  that  an 
English  version  of  it  was  impossible." 

SIR.  G.  Why  so? 

ROSE.  "Because  " — how  did  it  put  it?— oh,  "because  these 
vivid  but  unwholesome  pictures  of  French  life  have  happily  no" 
—something— I  forget  exactly  what— "  to  the  chaste  beauty  of 
our  English  homes."  I  can't  remember  the  precise  words,  but 
I  know  the  criticism  made  me  long  to  see  the  play. 

SIB  G.  (putting  the  brief  back  in  its  place,  after  lie  sees  it 
has  caught  PHILIP'S  eyes)  Of  course  it  filled  the  theatre  ? 

LADY  C.  The  house  was  crowded,  and  the  atmosphere  was 
insupportable.  (sn  ells  bouquet) 

Sin  G.  No  doubt ;  if  you  were  bending  all  night  long  over 
those  sickly  flowers,  (crosses  to  her — she  rises)  Give  them  to  me. 
(takes  bouquet)  Why,  they  are  almost  withered. 

(comes}  c.,  with  bouquet) 

LADY  C.  They  were  fresh  yesterday. 

SIR  G.  (c.)  To-days  and  yesterdays  are  different  things. 
(holds  the  bouquet,  head  downwards) 

ROSE.  It  wasn't  the  flowers,  though.  Aunt  Bell  didn't  like 
tfie  play 

PHILIP.  It  isn't  everybody  who  admires  French  plays. 

SIR  G.  (to  LADY  CARLYON)  What,  were  you  scandalised  ? 
You  must  know,  Philip — you  do  know,  of  course — Lady 
Carlyon  is  a  dragon  in  her  way — the  very  pink  and  pattern 
of  propriety.  Now,  I'll  be  bound,  she  didn't  like  the  moral 
of  that  comedy. 

LADY  C.  Had  it  a  moral  ? 

SIR  G.  Certainly  !  and  one  men  would  do  well  to  lay  to 
heart.  If  that  young  man 

ROSE.  The  one  with  the  moustache  ? 

SIR  G.  Had  buried  his  first  love  when  it  was  dead,  he 
wouldn't  have  been  haunted  by  its  ghost.  When  passion  is 
burnt  out,  sweep  the  hearth  clean,  and  clear  away  the  ash, 
before  you  set  alight  another  fire.  It  is  a  law  of  life.  Old 
things  give  place  to  new.  The  loves  of  yesterday  are  like 
these  faded  flowers,  fit  only  to  be  cast  into  th«  flames. 
(flings  bouquet  into  fire)  That  is  the  moral :  and  I  call  it 
excellent,  (kits,  c.,and  looks  at  PHILIP) 

LADY  C.  (aside)  He  doesn't  speak  to  me.  Am  J  a  faded 
flower?  (sits,  L.) 

ROSE.  Very  good,  Uncle  George.  That  ought  to  get  the 
verdict,  (leaning  upon  his  shoulder) 

SIR.  G.  Let  us  hope  it  will,     (looking  at  PHILIP) 

ROSE.  If  all  your  speeches  are  as  nice  as  that,  I  must  come 
down  to  court  and  hear  you  plead, 
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SIR  G.  I  shall  be  proud  to  have  so  fair  an  auditor.  But 
we've  not  told  your  aunt  the  news. 

LADY  0.  What  news  ? 

Sin  G.  Philip  informs  me,  much  to  my  surprise 

PHILIP,  (rising]  Sir  George !  I  have  considered  your 
advice,  and  have  resolved  to  act  on  it.  Till  I  have  done  so 
it  would  perhaps  be  better 

SIR  G.  Not  to  say  anything  1  I  will  respect  your  confi- 
dence. 

LADY  C.  You  have  some  private  matter  to  discuss.  Shall 
we  go  1  (rises) 

SIR  G.    We  will  go,  if  you  will  excuse  us.  (rises) 

LADY  C.  Certainly. 

SIR  G.  (to  PHILIP)    Come  with  me.  (Exit,  L.) 

PHILIP.  In  case  I  don't  see  you  again,  Miss  Dalrymple, 
good  night,  (bows) 

ROSE.  Good  evening,  Mr.  Graham,  (she  curtseys  ceremo- 
niously) 

LADY  C.  (aside)  What  can  they  have  to  talk  about — those 
two  ?  (reflectiv  ly) 

PHILIP  comes,  L.,  and  stands  before  LADY  CARLYON. 

PHILIP.  Good  night,  (puts  out  his  hand) 

LADY  C.  (giving  him  her  hand  slowly,  which  he  takes  and 
drops)  Good  night.  (exit  PHILIP,  quickly,  L.)  How 
glad  he  is  to  go!  (drops  duivn  on  seat  again,  L. ,  leaning 
her  head  back,  pressed  between  her  hands — slight  pause — ROSE 
comes  down) 

ROSE.  Is  anything  the  matter  1 

LADY  C.  I  beg  your  i/ardon,  dear,  (rises  and  puts  her  arm 
round  ROSE  and  leads  her  to  the  lounge)  I  don't  feel  very  well 
to-night. 

ROSE.  Sit  down  and  let  me  talk  to  you.  A  chat  will  cheer 
you  perhaps. 

LADY  CARLYON  sits  upon  the  lounge  before  the  fire  —  ROSE 
kneels  beside  her,  on  tlie  further  side  from  audience,  so 
that  both  their  faces  are  visible. 

LADY  C.  I  am  so  glad  to  have  you  with  me,  Rose.  I  wish 
I  had  you  always.  I  am  very  lonely. 

ROSE.  You  have  Uncle  George! 

LADY  C.  Sir  George  is  always  busy,  and  I  do  not  care 
to  interrupt  him. 

ROSE.  But  he  has  some  leisure. 

LADY  C.  I  never  knew  him  to  have  any,  since  I  was  his  wife. 
j!\s  not  his  fault.  A  man  in  his  position  has  so  much  to 
do.  When  he  is  not  in  court,  he  is  in  Parliament. 

ROSE.   He  is  at  home  to-night. 

LADY  C.  And  when  he  is  at  home,  he  is  at  work. 

ROSE.   Poor  lonely  aunt !  (clasps  her  arms  round  her)  I  told 
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you  at  the  theatre  how  like  you  were  to  Madame  de  Saint 
Geran  in  the  play. 

LADY  C.  Don't  let  us  talk  about  that  cruel  play. 

ROSE.  Why  was  it  cruel  ? 

LADY  0.  What  did  it  make  you  think  of  Madame  de  Saint 
Geran  ? 

ROSE.  Well — I  thought  she  was  a  very  wicked  woman. 
Wasn't  she  ? 

LADY  C.  Perhaps.  But  if  we  had  tesn  told  her  history — 
if  we  had  ever  been  in  her  position — we  might  have  sympa- 
thised with  her.  Were  you  ever  in  love  ? 

ROSE.  Yo  !  I  mean  no  !  I  can't  exactly  say. 

LADY  C.  If  you  had  been,  you  wouldn't  hesitate.  There 
is  no  doubt  about  it.  It  is  a  weird  thing  Sometimes  it 
leads  to  heights,  sometimes  to  depths.  I  do  not  say  it  is  an 
excuse.  All  I  say  is,  those  who  have  never  loved  are  not 
entitled  to  judge  those  who  have.  Wait  till  you  are  in  love 
yourself,  before  you  judge  poor  Madame  de  Saint  Geran. 
And  if  you  ever  should  be 

ROSE.  Oh,  I  shall  be  ! 

LADY  C.  Marry  for  love,  my  dear,  or  not  at  all. 

ROSE.  What  did  you  marry  for  ? 

LADY  C.  (stroking  ROSE'S  hair)  I  didn't  marry  ;  I  was 
married.  Don't  ask  me  any  more. 

ROSE.   Poor  Aunt  Bell  !  lie  down,  and  let  me  play  to  you. 

()  IJOS) 

LADY  0.  Do,  dear.     I  am  too  tired  to  talk,  (she  lies  back  on 
the  lounge,  ROSE  goes  to  the  piano) 
ROSE,  (sitting  at  piano)  What  shall  I  play  you  ? 
LADY  C.  Anything  you  please. 

ROSE  plays  on  the  piano— LADY  CARLYON,  with  the  fire- 
light flickering  about  her,  gradually  falls  asleep. 

Music. 

ROSE.  Aunt  !  (turning)    Aunt !    (rises  and  goes  en  tip-toe  to 

the  back  of  the    lounge)    She's    fast    asleep,     (covers    LADY 

CARLYON  with  the  cloaks,  until  the  upper  part  of  her  figure  is 

quite  hidden,  and  then  stands  surveying  htr)  How  pretty  she 

looks  !  but  how  pale  !  I  like  you,  aunt  !  I  never  saw  you  till 

to-day,  but  I  like  you.  (comes  down)  If  I  stop  I  shall  wake 

her.  (crosses  to  c.)  I'll  lower  the  lamp  and  go.  (lowers  the  lamp 

and  crosses  behind  desk  to  R.  at  back)    Good  night,  Aunt  Bell ! 

(bending  over  the  further  end  of  the   lounge)    Good   night— 

(kisses  her  softly) — and  pleasant  dreams  !  (Exit,  R.) 

The  loom  is  now  in  darkness,  except  for  the  firelight,  which 

throws  a  strong  glow  over  LADY  CARLYOIT,  so  that  her 

slight' st  movement  is  quite  visible  to  the  audience,   bn.t 

not  from  the  L.  side  of  the  desk.    At  present  sfio  is  fast 

asleep  and  motionless. 
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Re-enter  SIR  GEORGE,  L.,  followed  by  PHILIP. 

SIR  G.  Yes,  they  have  gone  to  bed.  The  lamp  has  been 
turned  down.  Now  we  can  smoke,  (about  to  turn  lamp  up) 

PHILIP.  Don't  turn  it  up,  please.  This  half  light  is 
charming. 

SIR  G.  Just  as  you  like,  but  I  can  scarcely  see  you.  (takes 
up  cigar  box) 

PHILIP,     (aside)    So  much  the  better. 

SIR  G.  A  cigar?    (offers  box) 

PHILIP.  rJ  hanks,     (takes  one) 

SIR  G.  Now  we  can  talk  more  comfortably,  (takes  a  cigar 
himself  ivhile  PHILIP  lights  Ms  with  a  match  ivhich  he  then 
hands  to  SIR  GEORGE)  Thanks.  (PHILIP  sits,  L.,  SIR  GEORGE, 
c. )  As  I  was  saying,  Rose  being  my  ward,  I  am  concerned 
in  this  affair,  and  what  I  just  now  recommended  as  a  friend, 
in  my  position  as  her  guardian  I  can  insist  upon. 

PHILIP.  I  have  already  said,  Sir  George,  that  I  intend  to 
act  on  your  advice. 

SIR  G,  How  does  the  matter  stand  ? 

PHILIP.  Exactly  as  it  stood  when  I  left  England.  It  was 
a  friendship,  nothing  but  a  friendship. 

SIR  G.  Friendship? 

PHILIP.  Dangerous,  no  doubt ;  that's  why  I  went  abroad. 

SIR  G.  Have  you  communicated  with  the  lady  since  ? 

PHILIP.  Never. 

SIR  G.  Nor  she  with  you  1  (pause)  Eh  ? 

PHILIP.   Once. 

SIR  G.  Ah  !  Now  I  understand  the  case.  May  I  inquire 
what  you  propose  to  do  ? 

PHILIP.  To  see  her  and  to  tell  her  I  am  going  to  be  married. 

SIR  G.  What  does  that  put  an  end  to  ? 
'     PHILIP.  Everything. 

SIR  G.  What,  friendship  ? 

PHILIP.  Well— 

SIR  G.  You  said  friendship. 

PHILIP.  Yes. 

SIR  G.  Does  marriage  put  an  end  to  friendship  ?  I  hope  not. 

PHILIP.  Of  course  it  doesn't,  but 

SIR  G.  That  friendship  must  be  put  an  end  to.  Philip, 
you  are  the  son  of  an  old  comrade,  and  1  believe  that,  if  you 
start  fair,  you  will  make  an  admirable  husband.  But  you 
must  start  fair,  or  you  won't.  I  don't  ask  you  to  bring  to  me 
a  spotless  character — a  history  without  a  speck  or  flaw  ;  all 
1  ask — and  on  that  I  insist— is  that  you  shall  begin  your  future 
life  unhampered  by  the  past. 

PHILIP.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

SIR  G.  Make  your  fair  friend  distinctly  understand  that 
all— however  little  that  all  may  have  been — is  over. 
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PHILIP.  Will  that  satisfy  you  ? 

SIB  G.  Yes  ;  but  I  must  have  proof  she  understands  it. 

PHILIP.  What  sort  of  proof  ? 

SIR  G.  We  lawyers  have  great  faith  in  black  and  white. 
You  laymen  think  it  a  cumbrous  form  ;  but  I  have  seen  too 
many  fortunes  turn  on  a  forgotten  sheet  of  notepaper,  not  to 
appreciate  its  value. 

PHILIP.  What  do  you  mean? 

Sin  G.  That  you  must  bring  to  me  a  letter  from  your 
friend 

PHILIP.  A  letter  from  her  ! 

SIR  G.  A  mere  acknowledgment  that  all  is  over. 

PHILIP.  A  letter  ! 


SIR,  G.  Signed,  mind  you ,  signed. 
PHILIP.  Signed  !     (his  cry  wal 


>-y  wakes  LADY  CAULYON) 

Siu  G.  Nothing  like  a  signature. 

PHILIP,  (rising)  Wouldn't  you  like  it  stamped  as  well,  Sir 
George  ?  (LADY  GAEL  YON  moves  slightly) 

SIR  G.  A  penny  postage  stamp  will  be  enough. 

PHILIP.  That  is  impossible. 

SIR  G.  It  must  be  got.  (lays  down  cigar.  PHILIP  sinks 
back  into  seat  again— LADY  CARLYON,  who  has  gone  through 
the  first  processes  of  waking,  lifts  her  head ;  at  the  sound  of 
SIR  GEORGE'S  voice  she  starts  half  up  and  holds  herself  in 
that  position  during  1he  rest  of  the  conversation,  but  always 
so  as  not  to  be  visible  to  the  others.  SIR  GEORGE  rises  and 
stands  by  PHILIP)  I  feel  so  strongly  that  is  the  right  course, 
because  in  my  own  life  I  have  pursued  the  opposite  ;  and  I 
have  paid — nay,  I  have  not  yet  paid  the  penalty.  I  claim  to 
be  no  better  than  my  kind.  When  I  was  married,  I  too  was 
entangled.  I  was  a  rising  man — and  it  was  necessary  that  I 
should  obtain  a  seat  in  Parliament.  Lady  Carlyon's  father  had 
much  influence  in  the  county  which  I  represent.  My  mar- 
riage was  political.  I  had  a  charming  wife,  who  did  her  best 
to  love  me,  heaven  knows  ;  and  I  might  have  loved  her,  if 
this  entanglement  from  which  I  could  not  extricate  myself 
had  not  been  there.  But  there  it  was,  and  with  a  woman's 
quickness  she  discovered  it.  I  know  she  did,  although  she 
never  spoke  :  and  with  a  generosity  which  I  can  never  repay, 
she  did  not  add  to  my  embarrassment.  What  was  the  sequel  ? 
Death  cut  the  knot  which  I  could  not  unravel.  I  am  free. 
Now,  many  a  time  amongst  these  dead  dry  bones  (pointing  to 
briefs)  I  hunger  for  the  love  it  is  too  late  to  win.  Still  that 
accursed  past  stands  like  a  wall  betwixt  my  wife  and  me. 
(returns,  c. )  Profit  by  my  experience,  (sits,  c. ) 

PHILIP.  No  doubt,  the  course  you  recommend  would  be 
the  proper  course  to  take,  if  it  were  possible  ;  but  in  the  cir- 
cumstances it  is  quite  impossible. 

SIR  G.  Difficult,  perhaps,  but  not  impossible.     Have  no 
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false  delicacy  in  a  case  like  this.  This  lady— I  presume, 
whoever  she  may  be,  she  is  a  lady — who  is  fond  of  you,  for 
that  is  evident,  but  of  whose  friendship  you  are  weary,  must 
be  sacrificed.  I  pity  her,  but  there  is  no  help  for  it. 

PHILIP.  None  !  but  a  letter  is  out  of  the  question. 

SIR  G.  Why  ? 

PHILIP.  How  could  I  ask  her — oh,  it  is  impossible  ! 

SIR  G.  Then,  you  do  feel  for  her  ? 

PHILIP.  I  can't  help  pitying  her. 

SIR  G.  Perhaps  still  care  for  her — a  little  ? 

PHILIP.  Sir  George  (rises))  I  give  you  my  assurance  as 
a  gentleman,  nothing  has  passed  between  us  but  kind 
words.  I  never  loved  her;  and  when  I  think  of  all 
the  trouble  she  has  brought  on  me — how  she  has 
banished  me  for  months  abroad — how  nearly  she  has  made 
me  a  false  friend — I  hate  the  very  mention  of  her  name  ! 

LADY  C.  (who  has  followed  his  words  in  an  agony,  unable 
to  restrain  herself)  Philip !  (remembering  herself,  drops  back 
upon  the  lounge,  and  feigns  to  be  asleep) 

PHILIP,  (turning,  L.  ,  quickly)  What's  that  ? 

SIR  G.  (rising  and  turning  up  the  lamp, sees  heruponthe  lounge) 
My  wife  !  (going  round  at  back  of  desk  to  lounge)  She  is  asleep. 
(moving  he*)  Bell  !  Isabel  !  (she  pretends  to  waket  then  starts 
up  suddenly) 

LADY  C.  Oh,  how  you  startled  me  ! 

SIR  G.  Nay,  how  you  startled  us  ! 

LADY  C.  How  so  ? 

SIR  G.  By  calling  out. 

LADY  C.  Forgive  me  for  disturbing  you,  but  I  was 
dreaming. 

SIR  G.  And  not  a  pleasant  dream,  apparently.  Why,  you 
are  trembling  all  over. 

LADY.   C.   (smiling)  So  I  am. 

SIR  G.  And  you  cried  out  as  though  you  were    in  pain. 

LADY  C.  It  was  in  terror.  I  dreamt  that  I  was  walking  on 
the  edge  of  a  high  cliff. 

SIR  G.  Pshaw  ! 

LADY  C.  Philip  was  with  me. 

SIR  G.  You  had  a  safe  escort. 

LADY  C.  But  the  path  grew  so  difficult,  we  had  to  separate. 
I  followed  him  ;  when  suddenly  he  turned  and 

SIR  G.   And  what  ? 

LADY  C.  Flung  me  over  !  I  shrieked  out,  "Philip!" — 
and  awoke. 

SIR  G.  That  was  what  startled  us. 

LADY  C.  Forgive  me.  Mr.  Graham,  for  having  even  dreamt 
that  you  could  be  so  little  chivalrous. 

SIR  G.  You  are  not  well,  my  dear.  It's  time  you  went 
upstairs.  I'll  ring  for  your  maid. 
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LADY  0.  She  has  gone  to  bed.  It  doesn't  matter.  I  can 
go  alone. 

SIR  G.  Where  is  Miss  Dalrymple  ? 

LADY  C.  I'll  look  for  her. 

SIR  G.  Stay  where  you  are.  I'll  1  x>k  for  her.  (Kelt,  L. 
The  tws  stand  opposite  each  other— pause) 

LADY  C.  Well",  Philip  ? 

PHILIP.  Was  this  really  a  dream  1 

LADYC.  No. 

PHILIP.  You  have  overheard  my  conversation  with  Sir- 
George  ? 

LADY  C.  The  end  of  it. 

PHILIP.     And  you  cried  out  because 

LADY  C.  I  realised  the  truth. 

PHILIP.  I  didn't  weigh  my  words.   Perhaps  I  over-stated — 

LADYC.  That  will  do.  (pause)  You  chose  a  curious 
confidant  ! 

PHILIP.  I  had  no  choice.  Sir  George  is  so  acute  ;  he 
guessed  so  much,  I  had  to  pass  it  off  by  asking  him  to  give 
me  his  advice. 

LADY  C.  It  was  a  dangerous  expedient.  Does  he  suspect — 
who 

PHILIP.  No. 

LADY  C.  Though  he  is  so  acute  ? 

PHILIP.  Those  who  are  gifted  with  long  sight  are  often 
blind  to  what  is  at  their  feet. 

LADY  C.  How  did  you  come  to  talk  on  such    a  subject  ? 

PHILIP.  I  had  been  telling  him 

LADY  C.  Go  on. 

PHILIP.  That  I  am  going  to  be  married. 

LADY  C.  Oh.  (quite  calmly)  That  was  your  secret  1    (sits) 

PHILIP.  Yes.  He  guessed  the  reason  why  I  went  abroad, and 
putting  this  and  that  together,  he  divined  there  was  a  difficulty. 

LADY  C.  What  is  the  difficulty  ? 

PHILIP.  The  lady  to  whom  I  am  engaged  is  not  yet  of  age, 
and  those  who  have  the  care  of  her  insist  upon  some  proof 
that  our  acquaintanceship  is  at  an  end. 

LADY  C.  They  also  know 

PHILIP.  Not  wlvo  you  are  ! 

LADY  C.  You  make  too  many  confidants.  What  proof  do 
they  require  ? 

PHILIP.  A  monstrous  proof  ! 

LADY  C.  What  ? 

PHILIP.  Why,  a  letter  with  your  signature  !  It  is  outrageous! 

LADY  C.  Does  Sir  George  think  so  ? 

PHILIP.  He  agrees  with  them. 

LADY  C.  What  does  he  say  you  ought  to  do  ? 

PHILIP.  To  ask  for  such  a  letter. 

JJADY  C.  Then  why  don't  you  ? 
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PHILIP.  Oh,  have  some  pity  on  me  ! 

LADY  C.  That  is  but  fair  :  for  you  have  pitied  me.  (rises) 
You  shall  not  ask  me  for  the  document  you  want ;  but  you 
lihall  have  it. 

PHILIP.  Ah,  you  don't  understand 

LADY  C.  A  letter  with  my  signature.     I  understand. 

PHILIP.  But 

LADY  C.  I  only  ask  one  favour  in  return. 

PHILIP.  Whatever  I  can  do 

LADY  C.  Once  whilst  you  were  away,  I  was  so  foolish  as  to 
write  to  you.  Whether  or  not  my  note  was  forwarded,  I 
don't  know  ;  but  if  you  received  it 

PHILIP.  I  did. 

LADY  C.  Please  to  return  it  to  me  ;  that  is  all  I  ask. 
(slight  pause)  Well  ? 

PHILIP.  I  regret 

LADY  C.  Surely  you  will  do  that  1 

PHILIP.  I  can't. 

LADY  0.  Can't !  Why  ?  (slight  pause) 

PHILIP,  (drops  his  head)  I  have  destroyed  it. 

LADY  C.  Ah  !  (twins  up  and  sits  at  desk)  Sit  down  a 
moment  whilst  I  write  the  letter.  (ivrites  rapidly) 

PHILIP.  It  would  be  to  no  purpose. 

LADY  C.  Oh,  I  will  make  it  to  the  purpose.       (writing) 

PHILIP.  Ah,  if  you  only  understood  my  situation  ! 

LADY  C.  Pray  sit  down.  (continues  writing) 

PHILIP,  (sits  on  the  end  of  lounge  facing  the  audience  — 
aside)  How  shall  I  tell  her  who  it  is  requires  it  ?  (rises  — 
aloud)  Lady  Carlyon 

LADY  C.  (icriting)  In  one  moment. 

PHILIP,  (sits — aside)  How  am  I  to  say  it?  (pause— during 
which  LADY  CARLYON  finishes  and  folds  up  the  letter) 

LADY  C.  (rising  and  advancing)  There  is  the  letter,  (puts  it 
in  his  hand) 

PHILIP.  It  is  of  no  use.  (rises) 

LADY  C.  It  is  signed. 

PHILIP.  That  is  the  very  reason.  How  can  I  show  your 
signature 

LADY  C.  You  have  my  leave.  The  guardian  is  a  gentle- 
man, I  hope. 

PHILIP.  Undoubtedly. 

LADY  C.  Then  he  will  not  betray  me. 

PHILIP.  But  you  don't  know (door  opens,  L.) 

LADY  C.  My  husband  !  hush  ! 

Re-enter  SIB  GEORGE,  L.   PHILIP  hides  behind    his  back  the 
hand  which  holds  the  letter. 

SIR  G.  Rose  has  gone  up  stairs,  but  I've  sent  word  you 
want  her.  Are  youno  better  ?  You're  upset  to-night. 
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PHILIP.  It  is  my  fault,  Sir  George.  I've  just  been  telling 
your  wife  of  my  difficulties. 

SIR  G.  You  couldn't  have  done  better.  I'm  sure  she  will 
agree  with  me,  that  you  should  get  the  signature  required. 
That  is  the  only  difficulty  in  the  matter. 

PHILIP.  But  it  is  insurmountable.  If  I  had  the  signature, 
how  could  I  use  it  ? 

SIR  G.  Not  without  permission. 

PHILIP.  No  ! 

LADY  C.  But  you  have  permission  ! 

(quiclli/  and  inadvcrfatQy) 
SIR  G.  What 

LADY  C.  (aside)  I've  said  too  much. 

SIR  G.  How  did  you  get  it  1    There's  no  post  at  this  hour. 

PHILIP,     (with     his     disengaged    hand    produces    ROSE'S 

envelope  from   his   pocket)    In  the  letter  which  you    gave 

to  me 

SIR  G.  Oh— ah  ! 

PHILIP.  And  which  I  have  just  opened. 

SIR  G.  The  letter  in  the  lady's  handwriting. 

PHILIP.  Of  her  own  accord,  she  releases  me 

SIR  G.  This  is  a  marvellous  coincidence. 
PHILIP,  (shows  letter)  But  here  the  letter  is. 
SIR  G.  How  alike  you  women  write  !  I  could  almost  have 
sworn  that  envelope  was  in  my  niece's  hand. 
LADY  C.  How  could  that  be  ? 
SiRG.  Why  not? 

LADY  C.  Rose  write  to  Philip,  whom  she  doesn't  know  I 
SiRG.  Not  know? 
LADY  C.  They  never  saw  each  other  till  to-night. 

SIR  G.  You  said  Philip  had  told  you 

PHILIP.  All  but  that. 

SIR  G.  You    have    not   told    my  wife  it's  Rose  you  are 
engaged  to  ? 
LADY  C.  Rose ! 

SiRG.  You  may  well  look  surprised.  It  seems  they  met 
on  board  the  "  Kangaroo," 

LADY  C.  He  is  engaged  to  Rose  ? 
PHILIP.  Yes. 

LADY  C.  Then  the  guardian  is 

SIR  G.  I.  (touches  his  breast,  advances  one  step  forward,  and 
puts  out  Jiis  hand)  Give  me  the  letter.  (LADY  CARLYON  and 
PHILIP  both  recoil  one  step — pause — they  stand  breathless,  gazing 
at  SIR  GEORGE)  You  hesitate. 

PHILIP.  Sir  George,  you  must  make  some  allowances.  This 
letter  is  addressed  to  me,  and  I  should  not  be  justified  in 
letting  it  go  out  of  my  possession. 

SIR  G.  How,  then,  do  you  propose  to  satisfy  me? 
LADY  C.  Might  he  not  read  it  ? 
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SIR  G.  Thank  you,  my  dear,  for  the  suggestion.     That 
will  meet  the  difficulty. 

PHILIP.  Then,  I  will  read  it.  (reads  nervously,  the  I 
trembling  in  his  hands)  "I  hear  you  are  going  to  be 
married.  Gooi-bye,  Philip.  You  need  not  fear  that 
I  shall  trouble  you  again ;  I  have  your  happiness  too 
much  at  heart  ;  but  if  I  should,  this  letter  puts  me 
at  your  mercy.  Should  the  necessity  arise,  you  have  my 
leave  to  give  it  to  whoever  has  the  right  to  ask  for  it. — 

Yours,  for  the  last  time " 

SIR  G.  Stop.     Is  the  letter  signed  ? 

PHILIP.  In  full. 

SIR  G.  Now,  give  it  me. 

PHILIP.   Sir  George 

SIR  G.  The  ground  is  cut  from  under  you.  You  are  ex- 
pressly authorised  to  give  that  letter  to  whoever  has  the 

right  to  ask  for  it.      I  have  the  right 

PHILIP.  But  you  never  will  exercise  it ! 
SIR  G.  Now.     I  have  a  reason. 
PHILIP.  Lady  Carlyon  ! 

SIR  G.  I  accept  the  arbiter.  Lady  Carlyon,  am  I  right 
or  wrong? 

LADY  C.  (in  a  loiv  voice  and  with  an  effort)  Right. 
SIR  G.  The  award's  against  you. 
LADY  C.  Give  him  the  letter. 

PHILIP.  But 

SIR  G.  Sir,  I  demand  it!  (PHILIP  gives  it  him)  I  want  it  for 
a  very  special  purpose,  (folding  the  letter  up  into  a  spill,  but 
ntver  letting  his  eyes  fall  upon  it)  The  woman  who  wrote  this 
will  never  trouble  you.  If  she  has  done  wrong,  she  has 
borne  her  punishment.  Therefore,  in  pity,  let  us  hide  her 
shame,  (lights  spill  at  lamp,  and  holds  it  in  his  hand— all  three 
stand  watching  it,  until  the  ashes  drop  upon  the  floor,  then  turn 
aside,  LADY  CARYLON,  R.,  PHILIP,  L.,  SIR  GEORGE  to  back  of 
scene) 

Re  enter  ROSE,  R.,  in  a  dressing-gown. 

ROSE.  You  want  me,  aunt  ? 

SIR  G.  I  want  you,  Rose,  (leads  her  to  PHILIP)  Philip  has 
asked  for  my  consent  to  your  engagement.  I  give  it  cordially. 
He  is  the  son  of  a  good  father,  and  I  think  he  will  make  you 
a  good  husband. 

ROSE.  Uncle  George  !  (embraces  him— turns  to  PHILIP)  You 
haven't  kept  our  secret ! 

PHILIP.  No,  I  couldn't  wait. 

SIR  G.  (crosses  to  LADY  CARLYON)  Won't  you  congratulate 
them  1  (stands,  R.  ,  thoughtfully) 

LADY  C.  Yes.  (crosses  to  ROSE  and  PHILIP) 
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ROSE,  (embracing  her)  Aren't  you  surprised,  Aunt  Bell1? 

LADY  C.  I  was,  when  first  I  heard.  I  hope  you  will  be 
very  happy.  You,  too,  Philip. 

(yives  him  her  hand,  then  crosses  to  SIR  GEORGE) 

ROSE.  Why  don't  you  kiss  her,  Philip  1 

PHILIP.  I'll  kiss  you  instead. 

(they  sit  aside,  L.,  witJiout  noticing  the  others) 

LADY  C.  (laying  her  liand  upon  SIR  GEORGE'S  arm)  What 
are  you  thinking  of  ? 

SIR  G.  I  was  just  wondering  if  that  poor  woman's  love, 
which  had  so  gone  astray,  will  ever  go  back  to  her  husband. 

LADY  C.  Yes,  if  he  is  as  generous  as  you. 

SIR  G.  How  was  I  generous  ? 

LADY  0.  In  sparing  her. 

SIR  G.  I  was  not  generous,  (each  looking  in  the  other's 
eyes  ivith  meaning)  I  simply  paid  a  debt  of  honour  I  have 
owed  too  long.  If  I  ivas  generous,  was  it  not  you  who 
taught  me  generosity  *? 

LADY  C.    George,  you  have  guessed  her  name  ! 

SIR  G.  But  I  shall  never  mention  it.  (embrace) 
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PROSCENIUM. 

A  most  effective  Proscenium  can  be  formed  b^ 
utilising  the  paper  made  for  this  purpose.  Three 
pieces  of  wood  are  merely  required,  shaped 
according  to  this  design,  and  covered  with  the 
paper ;  the  proscenium  having  the  appearance  of 
puffed  satin  panels,  in  gold  frames,  with 
Shakespeare  medallion  in  the  centre. 

Puffed  satin  paper,  light  blue  or  amber,  size  20 
Inches  by  30  inches,  per  sheet.  Is. 

Imitation  Gold  -bordering,  per  sheet,  Is., 
making  14  feet. 

Shakespearian  Medallion,  IS  inches  in  ai- 
aiueter,  2s. 


. — These  comprise  three  sheets  of  papet  each,  andean  ba 

had  either  for  drawing-room  or  cottage  purposes.  Size,  7  feet  by  3  feet.  Piic-3 
complete,  5s.  each. 

"Wrm%TI3O"^7V.~This  is  a  parlour  window  formed  with  two  sheets 
of  paper,  and  could  be  made  practicable  to  slide  up  and  down.  The  introduction 
of  curtains  each  side  would  make  it  very  effective.  Size,  3  feet  by  4^  fe^t 
Price  4s.,  complete. 

Sr"ISS,3E!JPIL.^^.C3!E!!.— This  is  also  made  with  two  sheets  of  paper. 
The  fire  is  lighted,  but  should  this  not  be  required  a  fire-paper  can  be  hung  over 
it.  It  will  be  found  most  useful  in  many  farces  wherein  a  character  has  to  climt 
up  a  "chimney,  and  many  plays  where  a  fireplace  is  indispensable.  By  purchasing 
a  door,  window,  and  fireplace  an  ordinary  room  scene  could  easily  be  constructed 
with  the  addition  of  some  wall-paper.  Size  3  feet  by  4J  feet,  Price,  complete,  5s. 

Ordinary  Room  Scenes  can  be  mounted  to  order,  with  Border  and  one  r-o"1'-  oi; 
Wings,  81s.;  with  Border  and  two  sets  of  Wings  to  form  Box  scene,  105s. 

MAKE-UP     BOX 


Cloth  Board,  15?,  The  new  Portable  21s.  Tin  Case. 

Contains  everything  necessary  for  making  up  the  face,  vis. : — Kouge,  ijearl 
Powder,  Whiting,  Mongolian,  Ruddy  Rouge,  Powdered  Antimony,  Joining  Paste, 
Violet  Powder,  Box  and  Puff  ;  Chrome,  Blue,  Burnt  Cork,  Pencils  for  the  Eye- 
lids,  Spirit  Gum,  Indian  Ink,  Burnt  Umber,  Camel  Hair  Brushes,  Hares'  Foot, 
Wool.Crape  Hair,ColdCream,Paint  Saucer,  Miniature  Puffs,  Scissors  and  Looking 
Glass.  Each  article  is  of  the  best  quality.  Packed  neatly  in  a  Strong"  Cloth- 
covered  ttox,  15s. ;  Elegant  Tin  Case,  21s.  We  cai  stvonsrly  recommend  the  Tin 
cases.  They  are  very  durable,  and  any  article  can  ne  used  without  disturbing 
another)  a  great  advantage  in  making-up.  Carriage  paid,  Is.  extra. 
.,  Tiie  above  articles  to  be  had  separately. 
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1705  Mv  wife's  father's  sister 
1706  Hi's  Novice 
1707  Much  too  clever 
1708  Where  shall  I  dine 
170!)  Innkeeper's  Daughter 
1710  Highland  Fling 

1767  Match  for  a  Mother-iu- 
I7i',s,  Second  Thoughts 
176!)  Two  Ros< 
1770  First  in  the  Field 

VOLUME  119. 
1771  Money 
1772  Adrienne  Lecouvrcur  Is. 
I77o  George  dcith 

VOLUME  123. 
1831  The  Roundhead 
1832  Cupid'.- 
1833  Harvest  Home 
ls;U  Stiaughraun 
is:r>  Timson's  Little  Holid 
1838  .Lu-k   White's  Trial 
1H37    Man  Proposes 

VOLUME   115. 

1774  Marianne   the    Child   of 

1838  In  Honour  Bound 

1711  Lodgings  for  Sing'oGen- 

1775  Rover's  Bride   [Charity 

1712  Note  Forga*         [tie-men 

1776  Summoned  to  Court 

1713  Hamlet  Improved 
17H  Our  Friends  Is. 

1777  Jack  Long 
1778  An  Old  Master 

1715  Queen  of  Hearts 

1779  Harmony 

l7lti  Lady  of  Lyons  Married 

1780  A  Bed  of  Roses 

1717   Hitter  Cold    |:i:. 

1781  Devilish  Good  Joke 

17  IS  Peacock's  Holiday 

1782  Man  of  Forty 

l7l!)  Daisy  Farm 

1783  Equals 

372-)  Wrinkles 

1784  Cape  Mail 

"1:21    Lancashire  Lass 

1785  Tears  Idle  Tears 

1722  On  an  island 
172)!  Married  in  Haste 

VOLUME  120. 
1788  Fast  Friends 

1721  ().  !•:.  I). 
1725  Withered  Leaves 

1787  Kate  Keitrnpv 
1788  Absence  of  Mind 

VOLUME  116. 

1789  W'iivMdn  Cottage 

1726  Ruth's  Romance 

17!):)  His  Own  Guest 

1727  Old  Sailors 

7!)1    1 

1728  Our 

7!»2  Fine  Feathers 

172!)  Widow  Bewitched 

793  Courtship 

1730  Pampered  Mc.n  i% 
1731  Mysteries  of  Paris 
173-J   Lady  of  Lyons 
1733  Memoirs  of  the  Devil 

7!)  1  Prompter's  Box 
7!)">  Xot  Such  a  Fool  as  he 
796  Highwayman         [looks 
797  Maggie*  s  Situation 

1734   Bold  Stroke   for  a  11  us 
735  Nobiise  Oblige         [hand 

1798   Mountain  Svlph 
179!)  Esther  the  Jewess 

7;J6  A  Lad  from  the  Country 

1800  Assignation 

1      W     W     £           Ja* 

737  Not  False  but   1 

VOLUME  121. 

738  Infatuation 

1801  Bearding  House 

HJ                              _.f"             f~* 

7:!;'   Davenport  Bros.  &  Co. 
74'J  Freezing  amother-in-law 

1802  Vice  Versa 
1803  Tom  Pinch 

^^         _T*         O2            £2j 

a.  1  1.   ^         § 

VOLUME  117. 

1804  The  Late  Sir  Bern'aman 

•"3  %    °      .      -2 

741  Is  he  Jealous 

1805  Deserter  in  a  Fix 

742  Suspicious  Husband 

18r'6  Perculiar  Proposals 

^      P^                            ££                    OS 

74:5  Rinaldo  Itinaldiui 

1807  Drifted  Apart 

^*^/                CD         ^^               *^~* 

74  i  That  Dreadful  Doctor 

1808  Baron's  Wager 

1    £   ^     H        "£s 

74"'   Plot  for  Plot 
746  Our  Relatives 

18(  '9  Hazard  of  the  Die 
1810  Slight  Mistakes 

I         QJ       -4^                                  ^^ 

M  &  O    T3         o 

747  David  Garrick   Is 

1811  P.U.P. 

?&      r^    S      ^^ 

74  s  Eugaged 

1812  Woman's  Rights 

^    •   ^   *>% 

74!)  My  Awful  Dad 

1813  A  First  Experiment 

Qj    "^        ^                              £_, 

1750  On  Bail 

1814  Sunshine 

-.        ^\ 

1751  Richelieu 

1815  Mademoiselle  Squallino 

•r^      j^      PJ           ^ 

1752  Tom  Cobb 

VOLUME  122. 

fcD  o     <D     ^     • 

1753  Cousin  Peter 
1754  Bow  Bells 
175  j  Married  for  Money 

1816  Something  to  do 
1817  Two  Photographs 
1818  On  co  Again 

o  S  o  'g  «  g 

VOLUME  118. 

1819  After  Dinner 

^^    (^-^     ^^       Q/        •      W 

1756  Man  About  Town 

1820  Send  Thirty  Stamps 

,—  1    ^     -^       3   r-4      O 

1757  Fimnibone's  Fix 

1821  Cousin  Zachary 

O          <p^                 /^ 

1758  Patter  v.  Clatter 

1822  Lady  Dedlock's  Secret 

QQ       nJ   <1       w 

LACY'S    COSTUMES.— Dramatic  and  Historical,  Male  and  Female, 

in  Thirty-four  Parts  of  Six  Plates  each,  beautifully  coloured,  3s.  per  part,  o: 
plain.  Complete  iu  two  Yols.,  handsomely  bound  in  red,  M5  5s.  each;  plain 
"  Lacy's  invaluable  Books  on  Costume  give  full  particulars  of  e^ 

variety  of  Dramatic  and  Historical  Costume  from  the  period  of  the  Anc 

Briton  to  the  present  day." — Court  Journal. 


Grundy,   Sydney 
4729  In  honour  bound 
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